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But, as the Bohmong was a tributary of the British* Govern-
ment, I did not anticipate that he could actively resent the
Roaja's action, or oppose my advance through his territory,
although I learned that he viewed with great disfavour the
entry of any European into his country.

One comfort was that, by crossing the hills on foot as I had
done, we struck the Sungu River a couple of day's journey
above the Bohmong's residence, so that, before he could receive
tidings of my incursion, I hoped to be away and beyond his
jurisdiction.

On the 2nd of December, 1865,1 bade farewell to my friendly
namesake, the Roaja. I pledged him in a loving-cup, and
cheered his heart by promises of support in the event of the
Bohmong annoying him; and, animated by a reminder of
our relationship, he took his departure, with a yard of scarlet
broad-cloth, two pairs of bracelets, and two shillings for him-
self, while a shilling each and a glass of spirits of wine per head
made his men equally happy.

Our camp was beautifully situated on a bend in the higher
waters of the Sungii. The river lay spread out before us in
a dark, mirror-like sheet, streaked here and there by delicate
silvery wind-flaws, like lines of frost-work on the water. The
banks rose steeply with over-hanging rocks, plumy with fern
and bamboo, and backed by giant trees festooned with creepers
and orchids. From the turn of the river below, the breeze
bore to our ears the roar of the water as it broke into foamy,,
rapidix

; My men dispersed themselves along the shore, seeking to
add to our scanty provender by tickling fish under the stones,
just like boys after trout in England, producing, however,
only ugly creatures something like eels, without scales, and of
a mottled brown and black colour, with white bellies*

The faithful Toby viewed this novel description of fish with
,a mournful shake of the head, as who should say, " Alas!
,what evil fate brings such comestibles to the pot of a well-
ordered cook! "

I sent Fuzlah with an interpreter to the nearest village down
stream, to arrange for boats and obtain information, while I
smoked a reflective pipe, speculating how soon we should get